212         'HAWTHORNE AND HIS   WIFE.
soon as he became merely a spectator, he could ceive only the absurdity of it all. Absurd or and whether or no he contemplated making us the Carnival in a romance, he studied it pretty 1 oughly on the two opportunities that were affo him.
As the spring advanced, he resumed his T\ about Eome^ sometimes alone and sometimes wi companion. On one occasion we were trudging a a road that skirted the outside of the walls, from gate to the other, and the companion, who was ah on the lookout for snail-shells and lizards, had ft a couple of hundred yards in the rear. Hawth had disappeared round a bend of the road; anc catching sight of him again, his son saw that he engaged in conversation with a dingy-looking pei age, who had evidently just asked him what tin was. Hawthorne was not very fluent in conv< tional Italian, whereas his son, in his daily excurs about the city with his friends Edmund and Hu Thompson, had picked up what he thought a sufficiently practical knowledge of the langi Prompted, therefore, by a charitable desire to re his attainments useful, he shouted out to his fe to wait till he came up, and he would translate hour into the inquirer's native tongue; and at same time he set out towards them at top S] But the stranger immediately left Hawthorne, continued on his way; and it appeared that former had made shift to give him the desired i]